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"Did you get everything?" wanted to know Tommy, who was stowing a big box of Christmas decorations in the 


car. 


"Yep," Joakim replied, and Chris nodded: they had bought groceries, beer, gin, tonic water, and whiskey. While 
they were driving, it was snowing harder and harder. By the time they reached the studio where they planned 
to spend the next week, all three realized they probably wouldn't be leaving here anytime soon. They quickly 
got their shopping, luggage, and instruments in before each settling down with a beer in the couch corner. 
Three bachelors who had decided to spend the week before Christmas together, making music, maybe writing, 
getting really drunk and having a good time. 


Tommy had finished his beer, "Come on, let's clean up already." The other two each took the remaining sip and 
stood up. The three of them put away purchases and luggage within 20 minutes, then Tommy began to 
decorate the studio. Chris helped him, Jocke sat on the couch with his second beer and watched. He was glad 
not to have to help himself, he had an eye, but no knack for it. 

"Say, don't you think you're overdoing it with the mistletoes?" There was one hanging in every doorway. 


‘Nope, why?" asked Tommy back. 


"All right," the singer grinned, "it's not me who'll have the thorns in my hair then" 


Tommy stuck his tongue out at him, "You're just jealous, old man!" demonstratively shaking out his long blond 


hair and cursing: it had gotten caught in the string of lights Chris was handling. 


"Who's jealous now?" teased Jocke. Tommy gave him the finger, while Chris took pity on him and with deft 
fingers pulled the hair and fairy lights apart. 


"What are your parents doing anyway, Chris?" asked Tommy. 
"Same as always. Digging in, ranting about everything they don't understand. They still won't talk to me. Must 
be snowed in now, too, my sister said." His voice was occupied; he wiped a tear from his left eye while stil 


busy with Tommy's hair. Jocke had risen and stepped behind him; now he laid a hand on his shoulder. 


"We're here," he assured his friend quietly. Tommy turned to him and said contritely, "Sorry man, didn't mean 
to trigger you." 


Chris waved it off, "That's okay." He swallowed, then announced, "Guys, I'm hungry as helll You too?" 
"What are we gonna do?" asked Tommy to the group. 


They spent the next hour peeling potatoes, putting on water, and then frying frozen köttbullar in a pan. After 
dinner, Joakim, who as usual had eaten the most, announced, "I'm going to lie down for a bit" 


"Me too," Chris agreed, and followed Jocke into the bedroom. Tommy decided to play the guitar. After half an 
hour, he checked on the singer and his co-guitarist and had to smile: the two of them had snuggled into a bed 
together, Jocke's back against Chris' stomach, and were sound asleep. Chris’ face, however, revealed that he 
had been crying. Tommy looked out the window and realized that, contrary to expectations, it had stopped 
snowing. He made a decision, packed his things, left a note, got into his car and drove back to Stockholm, where 


he lived. 

The two musicians woke up almost simultaneously, they saw Tommy's message. 
Hello, you two, 

I'm back in Stockholm. Have fun and don't do anything | wouldn't do. ;) 

Greetings, Tommy 

"So, which one?" joked Chris. 


‘I'm going to make myself a gin and tonic. You want one too?" 


‘I'd love one." Two minutes later, they were sitting on the couch, Chris leaning against Jocke, noticing tears 


welling up in his eyes again. 


"Hey, what's up? Still your parents? What was going on there anyway?" 


"Well, | went to see them. The conversation turned to relationship stuff, they asked why | didn't have a 
girlfriend yet. As always. This time | was so annoyed that at some point | said, actually more in jest, that | was 
bisexual. They kicked me out, haven't contacted me since and ignored me. End of story." 


‘Oh man, how depressing," Jocke replied sympathetically, "but why in jest?" 


"Well, | am, but at that moment it was meant more to lighten the mood.. Anyway, my sister keeps me in the 


loop. My parents, | don't think, know anything about it, or they would also... disown her." 


"Are they really that crass about it? | didn't think so," the singer was quite amazed; he had met Chris' parents 
on one occasion. Sadly, Chris nodded. Following an inspiration, Jocke poked the guitarist in the sides with both 
index fingers. The latter squealed, turned around and tickled Jocke's belly. Within no time, a friendly scuffle was 
underway. Singer and guitarist laughed themselves half to death in a mixture of tickling and wrestling. The two 
were about the same height and weight, so it took a while before Joakim managed to push the younger man 
down to the ground beneath him. Both were out of breath when their eyes met. Their lips crashed together 
and the last thing Chris saw before he closed his eyes in a passionate kiss was the mistletoe in the doorway 
above them. 


